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To 
MY  LADY  BEAUTIFUL 

Out  of  my  many-patterned  hours, 
Broidered  with  bright  passion  flowers, 
Or  with  fancy's  butterflies, 
Or  proud  birds  of  paradise; 
Out  of  my  many-coloured  moods, 
Woven  of  old-time  interludes; 
Odds  and  ends  without  connection; 
Worn-out  rags  of  recollection; 
Golden  moments,  tipt  with  fire; 
Ashen  memories  of  desire; 
Twilit  gleams  and  rainbow  dreams; 
Random  dilettante  themes; 
Riding,  loving,  warring,  reading. 
Lusting,  mourning,  mocking,  pleading — 
I  have  worked  together  these 
Cast-ofl"  inconsistencies; 
Thoughts  of  varied  shape  and  size, 
Like  ragged  clouds  in  moonlit  skies, 
Meaning  more  than  what  they  are, 
As  all  of  Night's  behind  a  star. 
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TO    MY    LADY   BEAUTIFUL 

Here  they  be,  a  patchwork  quilt, 
With  over  it  a  perfume  spilt. 
Perfume  of  the  thoughts  of  you ; 
Underneath,  most  frail  to  view, 
Rather  pitiful,  love  is  lying, 
Tired  out  with  long  denying. 
You  would  soothe  him  ?    Ah,  forbear  ! 
He  is  peaceful,  sleeping  there. 
Fold  not  back  his  counterpane. 
For  fear  he  might  wake  up  again. 


VI 
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STORMS  IN  TEACUPS 


AND  IT  CAME  TO  PASS 

Some  things  just  happen;  from  seed  unsown 
'Neath  snows  of  winter  unbeknown 
The  soil  is  pierced  with  a  thousand  shoots, 
Or  great  trees  rise  from  unheeded  roots, 
Or  fountains  fail  at  their  hilly  source, 
Or  rivers  alter  their  age-long  course. 
And  lands  where  abundance  used  to  reign 
Are  turned  to  a  wilderness  again. 

'Twas  not  my  fault ;  how  should  I  know 
When  the  secret  morn  began  to  grow 
Out  of  the  dark  ?     I  thought  at  first 
The  false  dawn  breaks,  and  reimmersed 
Myself  in  the  hundred  futile  quests 
That  were  my  stock  of  interests. 
I  did  not  reck  of  the  light  increasing, 
Nor  heed  how  the  old  desires  were  ceasing 
Like  burnt-out  stars  in  their  pallid  skies. 
I  did  not  waken  to  love's  sunrise, 
Till  all  the  revealed  horizon  grew 
One  universal  glory  of  you. 
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AND   IT    CAME    TO   PASS 

'Twas  not  your  fault.     How  can  I  blame 
Your  handiwork  ?     Love  simply  came 
Like  the  free  breath  of  morning  air. 
You  did  not  will  it  to  be,  nor  care 
One  way  or  the  other  much,  I  know: 
But  even  if  you  had  schemed  it  so 
With  a  Circean  sorcery  of  device, 
I  would  not  have  had  it  otherwise. 

There's  nothing  to  sigh  for,  nor  regret — 
Have  I  not  your  beauty  to  gaze  on  yet  ? 
There's  nothing  to  change;  unless  for  once 
Your  heart  should  be  tuned  in  consonance 
With  mine,  and  a  harmony  break  thereout 
That  not  even  the  stars  e'er  dreamt  about. 
There's  nothing  to  hide  or  know  or  say — 
'Tis  a  thing  that  arises  every  day. 
Preordained  and  beyond  recall. 
It  just  has  happened.     That  is  all. 
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THE  INSULT 

0  YOU  beautiful  woman,  be  not  kind: 
Anything,  anything  else  were  kinder  than  so; 
Scorn  me  openly  rather — I  am  not  blind; 

Give  me  the  sign  to  begone — I  will  laugh,  and  go. 

Scorn    me — I    think    I    could    hate    you,    though 

wincing  at  first; 
Love  me — by  God,  I  could  love  live  a  soul  new-  ^ 

born; 
Only  at  least  be  not    kind   to   me — that  is  the 

worst : 
Am  I   not  worthy  of    either  your   love   or   your 

scorn  ? 

1  am  afraid  of  you,  beautiful  woman,  afraid — 
Mute  in  the  presence,  worshipping  as  at  a  shrine, 
Stung  by  your  human  beauty,  awed  and  dismayed, 

When    sudden    is    manifest    in    you    the    Beauty  4; 

Divine. 
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THE   INSULT 

My  heart  is  in  flood,  yet  I  never  can  utter  a  word; 
I  am  amazed  and  abashed  and  sheepish  and  dumb; 
Oh  !  that  the  desolate  cry  of  my  soul  could  be 

heard  ! 
Oh  !  that  the  stormy  impetuous  speech  could  come  ! 

Why  have  you  any  compassion  for  my  distress  ? 
If  you  were  angry  and  mocking,  I  should  not  mind ; 
You  only  humiliate  more  by  your  tenderness. 
Unkind,  merciless  woman,  why  are  you  kind  ? 
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COLOUR  OF  DREAMS 

There  is  a  blue  of  April's  blithe  bluebells 
In  verdurous  valleys  or  deep-wooded  dells, 
When  sunshine  like  an  aureate  foam  has  broke 
O'er  rain-refreshed  trunks  of  beech  and  oak; 
There  is  a  blue  of  the  wild  forget-me-nots, 
That  grow  in  long-ago-neglected  plots 
Over  forgotten  graves;  and  there  is  one 
Of  mist  along  the  lea  when  day  is  done, 
Which  veils  the  dimlit  pasturelands  and  weaves 
A  tranquil  mystery  on  entranced  eves; 
There  is  a  blue  of  mountains  when  they  merge 
Ethereal  in  the  far  horizon  verge, 
Like  dreams  half- faded  out  of  memory; 
A  blue  of  passing  shadows  on  the  sea; 
A  blue  of  incense  mounting  up,  almost 
As  'twere  the  spirit  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
In  anthemed  abbeys;  and  one  of  seraph's  wings 
Reverently  folded  up  for  coverings 
I3efore  their  brows,  when  they  have  just  adored 
The  intolerable  radiance  of  their  Lord. 
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COLOUR   OF   DREAMS 

God  took  a  pestle  in  His  hands,  and  made 
Out  of  all  these  an  unimagined  shade, 
Compounded  of  all  darknesses  and  lights — 
The  mystic  colour  of  moon-pervaded  nights, 
The  glamour  of  unstained  morning  skies — 
And  fixed  it  in  the  azure  of  your  eyes. 
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BEAUTY'S  BURDEN 

What  is  it  like  to  be  so  beautiful, 
I  wonder;  and  to  find  where'er  you  move, 
Enslaved  eyes  bow  down  before  your  rule; 
With  squandered  hearts  garlanding  all  your  ways 
Like  trodden  roses,  plucked  to  give  you  praise 
In  your  triumphal  progresses  of  love  ? 

What  is  it  like  to  hear  through  all  the  land 
Your  name  a  name  for  Beauty  undenied, 
A  household  word  which  all  folk  understand, 
Like  any  other  famous  lovely  thing — 
Helen  of  Troy,  who  still  fires  men  to  sing, 
Venus  of  ]Milo,  art's  despair  and  pride  ? 

Venus  of  Milo,  Helen  of  Troy,  and  you— 
These  three  spell  Beauty  which,  when  all  else  dies, 
Lives  on  unlost,  the  deathless  residue: 
A  chiselled  stone;  a  myth;  a  breathing  woman, — 
Mortal,  alas  !    and  ghn'iously  human. 
Changeful  and  changeless  as  the  changing  skies. 
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BEAUTY'S    BURDEN 

What  is  it  like  to  feel  your  simple  act 
Of  being  stirs  with  so  much  unearned  joy 
Men's  hearts  ?     The  mere  inevitable  fact 
That  you  are  you  suffices  them  to  mould 
New  dreams  of  beauty  clearer  than  the  old, 
New  visions  all  the  years  shall  not  destroy. 

Is  it  enough  to  be  the  hallowed  shrine 
Whereto  men  thirsting  turn,  mute  worshippers, 
Half-fearful  of  approaching  the  Divine, 
Irradiate  in  your  air  ?     Is  it  enough 
To  be  the  lodestar  of  such  thralled  love. 
And  loose  none  back  into  the  universe  ? 

To  rouse  in  tear-locked  breasts  the  ebb  and  flow 
Of  hoping  and  despairing,  where  there  rides 
Rapture,  the  stormy  petrel,  to  and  fro: 
You  all  the  while  like  the  controlling  moon. 
That  charms  the  waters  into  swell  and  swoon — 
You — do  you  never  yearn  to  feel  the  tides  ? 

O  heart  that  never  yet  was  wakened, 
'Tis  time,  'tis  time  !     O  sleeping  heart  and  cold. 
For  whom  so  many  hearts  have  burned  and  bled,- 
Lightning  of  love  shall  leap  along  your  veins 
And  scorch  your  beauty  up,  till  there  remains 
Only  a  fiery  story  to  be  told. 
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THE  GAUNTLET 

"/f  you  knew  me  better,  you'd  like  me  less, 
When  all  is  said  and  done.'' 

•  •  •  •  • 

The  end  of  knowledge  is  hard  to  guess; 
To  one  but  sorrow  and  emptiness, 
Fulhicss  and  love  to  one. 


If  I  knew  you  better:  my  God  !  yes  if — 
But  I  want  to  take  my  chance. 
For,  now  I  am  over  the  edge  of  the  cliff, 
There  is  neither  choice  nor  alternative 
From  footing  the  devil's  dance. 

If  I  knew  you  better  !     You  make  me  wroth. 
There  are  dreams  you  shall  not  shatter. 
If  I  liked  you  less,  you  shouldn't  be  loth, — 
It  might  no  doubt  be  the  best  for  both; 
If  I  liked  you  more,  what  matter  ? 
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rUK    C,  AINTLKT 

To  know  YOU  better  is  all  I  elaim; 

I  have  no  doubts  or  fears. 

Is  it  vou  who  are  reallv  afraid  ?     Ah,  shame  ! 

1  shall  like  you  and  love  you  just  the  same 

Though  I  know  you  a  thousand  years. 

And  1  know  you  better  than  ever  you  knew, 
Sinee  this  thing  tirst  begun. 
Better,  1  think,  than  it's  fair  to  do; 
For  1  know  you  like  mv  likincj  you, 
^Vhen  all  is  said  and  done. 
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AFTERGLOW 

Your  eyes  are  still  in  my  eyes  long  after  you've 

gone; 
Days  after  they've  looked  into  mine,  they  dwell 

there  yet; 
As  the  glow  in  the  evening  sky  still  lingers  on 
After  the  sun  has  set. 

At  last  the  common  meetings  of  life  close  in 

Gradually  as  the  dusk  enshrouding  the  light; 

The  print  of  your  eyes  grows  shadowed  over  and 

dim. 
And  on  my  soul  falls  night. 
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BEDRUGGED 

You  are  a  poison  in  my  brain  and  blood, 
Insidious,  maddening,  a  most  subtle  bane, 
Compounded  out  of  bliss  and  tears  and  pain, 
That  works  in  an  unrestful  ebb  and  flood 
Through  body  and  soul,  too  swift  to  be  withstood. 


All  fatal  essences  in  you  are  blent 
Such  as  magicians  brewed  with :  shrivelled  roots, 
And  secret  herbs,  and  keen  seductive  fruits. 
And  stringent  juices  of  evasive  scent 
Distilled  from  berries  of  the  Orient; 


Antimony  and  aconite,  and  the  bitter  bark 
Of  strychnine,  and  the  deadly  nightshade's  flower, 
And  stalks  of  dandelions,  and  aloes  sour, 
And  poppies  plucked  with  ritual  in  the  dark 
To  ecstasize  some  dying  hierarch. 
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BED RUGGED 

Are    these    the    death  -  throes    of    a    man    that's 

drowned 
In  lonely  moon-cold  waters  ?     Waves  of  you 
Surge  over  me  and  under  me  and  through; 
Your  voice  is  in  my  ears  like  a  sea-sound; 
I  drink  your  lips;  I  feel  your  arms  fold  round. 


I  am  become  a  transubstantiate  thing — 
From  you  I  draw  my  sense,  my  shape,  my  hue, 
So  that  I  seem  nought  else  but  utterly  you: 
Oh  !  horror  of  the  moment  that  will  bring 
The  torment  of  my  re-embodying. 


The  illusions  swirl  asunder,  and  lo,  anon, 
You  break  forth  like  a  flame  lit  to  consume 
My  smoking  heart  (ah,  deep-desired  doom  !). 
Burn  on,  white  unifying  flame,  burn  on, 
Rich  with  your  incense  of  oblivion. 


I  sec  piled  clouds  of  amber  and  of  rose 
Toppling  about  the  skies  in  wrack  and  storm. 
Stupendously  convolving;  while  your  form 
Out  of  their  fusion  gradually  grows, 
'Dowed  with  your  own  ironical  repose. 
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B  E  D  R  U  G  G  E  D 

And  I  see  monstrous  flowers  that  are  a  snare 
Of  some  witch-doctor,  and  their  odour  drives 
Men  mad  and  makes  a  birdsong  of  their  Hves; 
And  when  I  breathe  this  magic-burdened  air, 
A  stupefying  sense  of  you  is  there. 


I  am  grown  useless — with  you,  or  without: 
I  swoon  into  your  beauty,  day  by  day, 
Watching  mortality  fade  far  away; 
There  is  not  right  or  wrong,  or  faith  or  doubt — 
The    world    may    crash:    what    trash    to    worry 
about. 


I  feel  your  virus  in  my  veins  like  fire 

Of    flickering    tongues;    I    taste    your     beauty's 

tang 
Sharp  in  ihy  starved  mouth :  I  know  the  pang 
Of  hope  and  of  despair  and  of  desire, 
Like  too  sweet  music  vibrant  on  a  wire. 


The  more  I  see  of  you,  the  more  I  need. 
God  !  is  there  no  unholy  anodyne 
To  countervail  against  a  drug  divine  ? 
Nay,  better  so;  I  would  not  dare  be  freed; 
On  phantasies  I  live,  on  dreams  I  feed. 
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BEDRUGGED 

Sometimes  I  break  myself  of  you  in  scorn 

Of    such    fool's    bondage,    deeming    your    charm 

destroyed. 
Oh  !  then  'tis  worse — there's  nothing  but  a  void 
Left  me,  too  dark  and  dreamless  and  forlorn. 
Too  blasphemously  empty  to  be  borne. 

I'll  strive  no  longer.     What  though  I  know  before, 
Your  poison-draught  of  beauty  but  dries  up 
My  ever  thirsting  spirit  ? — Give  me  the  cup. 
I  perish  else — nay,  grudge  not,  I  implore, 
Your  baleful  boon;  I  must  have  more  and  more. 
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LIFE'S  ELIXIR 

Draughts  of  beauty  fill  my  eyes 
Contemplating  you; 
And  my  parched  soul  revives 
Like  flowers  that  live  anew, 
When  the  morn  o'erflows  the  skies 
And  the  winds  are  sweet  with  dew. 

You  have  slowly  come  to  be 
All  my  thought  and  care, 
More  than  breath  itself  to  me. 
Warmth  and  light  and  air: 
My  divine  necessity, 
Which  is,  and  yet  is  not,  despair. 

Without  you  I  am  immersed 
In  despondencies; 
Like  a  man  whom  God  has  cursed 
I  have  no  more  ease, 
Being  tormented  with  a  thirst 
Your  voice  only  can  appease. 
18 


LIFE'S    ELIXIR 

For  I  want  you  in  my  eyes, 

Want  you  in  my  ears. 

That  is  life;  and  otherwise, 

Starved  of  even  tears, 

The  fountain  of  my  spirit  dries 

In  the  desert  of  the  years. 
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GOOD-BYE 

To  bid  good-bye  was  ever  sad : 

"  All's  over — what  we've  had,  we've  had; 

Recall  the  joy,  forget  the  pain; 

We  cannot  have  it  o'er  again." 

Fond,  foolish,  trivial  words — "  Good-bye !" 
What  vacant  worlds  they  signify  ! 
What  human  pathos,  human  pain : 
"  We'll  see  each  other  soon  again  " — ■ 
(A  gleam  of  hope  lights  up  the  gloom 
Piteously) — "  or  if  not  soon — 
Well,  well,  good-bye  !" — (Hope  flickers  out 
Lost  in  the  stormy  dark  of  doubt.) 

Before  we  had  not  clearly  seen 

How  strong  the  chords  of  love  have  been — 

"  Alas  !  if  we  had  only  known  !" — 

Beneath  good-bye  is  caught  a  tone 
Of  all  remorse — a  savage  touch : 

("  Oh  !  opportunities  despised  ! 

Alas  !  if  we  had  realised  !") 
We  feel  we  might  have  done  so  much. 

We  know  so  little  has  been  done; 
20 


GOOD-BYE 

Now  there  is  nothing  more  to  do 

Save  bid  "  Good-bye,  God  be  with  you  !" 

Each  looks  into  the  eyes  of  each 

A  breathing-space;  hand  presses  hand; 
This  is  no  time  for  fruitless  speech, 

But  soul  to  soul,  we  understand. 
"  Good-bye  " — there  is  no  more  to  say; 
"  Good-bye  "^ — then  quietly  turn  away. 
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PSALM  TO  LIGHT 

1.  Thou  hast  fringed  the  mountains  with  gold; 

and  the  peaks  thou  hast  dipped  in  golden 
beams. 

2.  Thou  hast  filled  up  the  valleys  with  splendour; 

and  the  glades  with  gleams. 

3.  Thou  hast  clothed  the  fields  with  verdure:  the 

gloomy    woods    thou    hast    prankt    with 
precious  hues. 

4.  Thou  hast  spread  a  violet  coverlet  over  the 

plains;  thou  hast  cloaked  in  Tyrian  vesture 
the  far-flung  views. 

5.  What  is  lovelier  than  thy  dawning  time — at 

the  prime  of  day  ? 

6.  What  is  more    glorious  than  thine   early  ra- 

diance, transfiguring  cape  and  bay  ? 
22 


PSALM    TO    LIGHT 

7.  Stealthily  at  first  thou  comest,  like  the  tides 

of  the  sea,  -svhen  they  turn  secretly  to  the 
shore. 

8.  And  shyly  as  it  were  a  boy;  when  the  tides  of 

love  first  move  in  his  inmost  core. 

9.  We  have  seen  thy  handiwork  in  the  morning: 

we  have  traced  the  print  of  thy  fingers  all 
along  the  east. 

10.  We  have  watched  thee  build  up  the  arched 

domes  of  noon;  and  frescoing  the  dusk  when 
day  has  ceased. 

11.  Night,  for  thee,  is  as  it  were  a  dreaming  woman; 

even  as  a  bride  whose  mind  is  a  nest  of 
singing  thoughts. 

12.  Her  hair  is  sombre  and  her  temples  pallid,  like 

watcrlilies  in  a  dark  pool;  her  hair  is 
braided  with  planets  and  fastened  with 
starry  knots. 

13.  Thou  liftest  her  veil  ever  so  little  and  kissest 

her  —  oh!  so  softly  —  on  the  eyelids  and 
the  breasts  and  the  parted  mouth;  thou 
art  heedful  of  her  mystery  and  her 
honour. 

14.  Thy  touch  is  a  moonbeam  on   her  flowers;  thy 

fhjgers  arc  starshine  rained  upon  her. 
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PSALM    TO   LIGHT 

15.  Unborn    brains    in    the   womb    of    the    eartli 

dream    of    thee;    unborn    voices    beseech 
thee. 

16.  The  seeds  and  the  roots  jostle  one  another  under 

the  soil;  emulous  to  reach  thee. 

17.  The  wild  flowers  in  the  hedgerow  sigh  for  thee; 

and  are  athirst. 

18.  At  the  magic  of  thy  touch  the  violet  unbosoms 

her  perfume;  and  the  seals  of  the  lily-buds 
are  burst. 

19.  The    oak    drinks    thee   into   his   veins    in    the 

springtime;  the  imprint  of  thy  lips  is  fresh 
on  his  leaves. 

20.  The  elm  is  thy  priest  in  noons  of  summer;  the 

poplar  thine  acolyte  on  frosty  eves. 

21.  It  is  thou  that   shuttest  the  sunrise  up  in  a 

rose;  and  prisonest  the  rainbow  in  a  sweet- 
pea's  pod. 

22.  It  is  thou  that  makest  men's  earnest  eyes  to 

shine  like  the  stars;   and  the  stars  them- 
selves serene  like  the  eyes  of  God. 
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23.  The  eyes  of  a  man,  how  conquering  are  they  ! 

when  thou  makest  as  it  were  a  hghthouse 
thereof. 

24.  And  a  woman's   eyes,    they   are    softer    than 

snowflakes  lodged  upon  pansies;  when 
thou  settest  therein  thy  signal  lamps  of 
love. 

25.  But  when  thou  no  longer  dwellest  with  them: 

then  darkness  gathercth. 

26.  The  lightless  eyes  fade  and  decay;  they  become 

a  horror  of  death. 

27.  When     man    goeth    down    to    Avernus,    the 

birdless   place;    there   is    no   light  and  no 
sound. 

28.  There    is    no    light,    only    blackness     in    the 

grave;    it  is  black  in   a  coffin   under  the 
ground. 

29.  Oh  !   for  tliat  radiance  which  is  whiter  than 

wliite-h(jt   flame;    more   stainless   than   the 
glowing  arc  of  the  sky. 

.•iO.  Its  rays  still  linger  on  the  foreheads  of  babes: 
prevision  shines  on  \\w.  brows  of  them  that 
die. 
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31.  "  Light,  more  light  !"     'Tis  the  wistful  cry  of 

the  sages:  the  beacon  and  confident  quest 
of  youth. 

32.  A  watchword  and  a  measure  of  immortality: 

"  Light,  more  light  !     Truth,  more  truth  !" 
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NOON  IN  INDIA 

How  heavy  is  the  air  !     The  world  seems  spent. 
In  sheer  excess  of  Hght  pale  champaks  droop 
Furling  their  petals,  shutting  up  their  scent; 
Tall    sunflowers,    stiff-necked    poppies,    earthward 

stoop 
In  mute  obeisance  to  the  tyrant  sun, 
And  queen-like  roses  bow  a  dumb  assent 
One  by  one. 

How  still  it  is  !     No  more  the  frogs  are  heard 

Raucously  arguing  in  the  garden  tank 

Where  lotus-lilies  float;  every  tired  bird 

Desisted  hours  ago  from  song,  and  sank 

Into  a  dream.     And  look  !  those  lizards  lie 

Like  carved  things  on  the  wall:  since  ten  they've 

stirred 
Never  an  eye. 

How  hot  and  still  and  heavy  !     Everywhere 
The  garish  colours  arc  insipid  grown : 
The  brazen  sky  with  sunsliinc  swept  quite  bare 
Is  burnt  into  an  ashen  monotone; 
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And  throat fuls  of  stale  perfumed  airs  come  warm, 
Till  the  brain  languishes  in  a  druggish  air 
Like  chloroform. 


Bring  me  a  Shelley.     Surely  his  rapt  voice 
Will  well  attune  to  this  too  fierce  desire 
Of  Sun  for  ardent  Earth;  will  help  rejoice 
In  such  a  flaming  ecstasy  of  love's  fire; 
Alas  !  no,  shut  the  book:  I  cannot  read: 
Beauty  but  grows  a  burden,  and  I  tire, 
Nor  pay  heed. 

How  sultry  hot  it  is  !     These  are  the  hours 
When  all  that's  strong  and  lusty  and  passionate 
Comes  to  the  climax  and  superbly  flowers: 
When  elemental  forces  consummate 
Fierce  union,  all-enveloping  as  fire. 
Fulfilling  dooms,  ordained,  predestinate; 
But  I — tire. 


I  tire  ?     For  whom  no  loveliness  erewhile 
Was  fufl  nor  vivid  nor  intense  enough, — 
Whilst  yonder  Himalayan  mountain-pile, 
Stupendously  ensymbolising  love. 
Proffers  to  the  proud  sun  importunate  cheeks, 
Raises  for  love's  own  greeting  mile  on  mile 
Of  snow-lipped  peaks. 
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I  tire  ?     Alas  !  what  though  all  India  flame 
One  blazing  furnace  of  imperious  bliss, 
And  love  run  riot,  and  the  universal  Frame 
Flare  up  to  one  supreme  consuming  Kiss, 
Till  all  sense  reel  and  totter  ?     I  alone 
Remain  apart  and  sundered  from  all  this. 
Unsought,  unknown. 

Me  none  requires,  not  one:  in  all  this  land 
Where  swift  desire  drives  headlong  to  the  goal. 
Bursting  all  barriers,  I  am  an  exile,  banned. 
Belonging  nowhere.     None  amongst  the  whole 
Of  all  those  million  hearts  that  like  a  sea 
In  tumult  sway  and  surge, — no  single  soul 
Has  need  of  me. 
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AMOR  FEROX 

She's  lithe  of  body  and  supple, 

And  her  skin  is  smooth  to  feel, 

And  her  voice  is  low  as  the  sound  of  snow 

Falling  when  night  is  still. 

I  know  not  whether  I  love  her, 

As  love  is  interpreted; 

Shall  I  still  dream  on,  when  her  bloom  is  gone 

And  her  blossom  of  beauty's  dead  ? 

But  oh  !  to  embrace  her  body  ! 

To  enclasp  her  lithe,  brown  limbs  ! 

And  envelop  the  whole  of  her,  heart  and  soul, 

As  I  do  in  my  lonely  dreams  ! 

And  oh  !  for  one  day  only 
To  rifle  her  lips  and  love  her  ! 
I  think  I  would  fain  with  kissing  drain 
Her  life  to  the  lees  out  of  her. 
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And  oh  !  for  one  night  only 

To  hold  her,  and  drink  her  breath  ! 

With  her  yielded  charms  in  my  folded  arms 

I'd  crush  her,  I  think,  to  death. 
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KINSHIP 

On  one  side  of  the  railway  carriage,  you, 

0  stranger  boy,  whose  name  I  never  knew. 

With  your  two  friends  (father,  I  think,  and  brother). 

In  unobtrusive  converse  with  each  other 

Low  speaking;  and  on  one  side,  I  with  mine. 

Ridiculously  perched  in  a  birdlike  line. 

Chaffering  away  the  journey; — you  and  I, 

Out  of  our  separate  worlds,  with  soundless  cry, 

Calling  to  one  another  from  the  voids, 

Calling  and  calling  through  the  empty  noise. 

O,  did  you  dream  of  the  long  agencies, 

Slow  germinating  of  eternities. 

That  went  before,  and  now  broke  into  flower, 

Blooming  in  this  one  culminating  hour, 

Of  all  the  unimaginable  sum — 

Then  after — all  eternities  to  come  ? 

In  your  far  corner,  where  you  sat  apart, 

1  read  your  face,  each  feature.     I  know  by  heart 
The  sunburnt,  tawny  texture  of  the  skin. 

The  carven  curving  of  the  boyish  chin, 
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The  moulded  temples  and  the  shadowy  brow, 

With  dark  abundancy  of  hair;  I  know 

The  firm,   fine,   mobile  mouth   with  its  wistful 

ways, 
The  nervous  nostrils,  and  the  serious  gaze 
Out   of    the    smouldering-,  earnest,    storm-black 

eyes, 
Whence  looked  abroad  a  soul  serene  and  wise. 
Eager  and  bold,  yet  timid;  and  I  could  trace 
All  the  shy  charm  of  boyhood  and  the  grace, 
With  hinted  yearnings,  infinitely  tender. 
Latent  potentialities  of  splendour, 
The  dim  prcmonishing  of  future  years, 
Hope  and  achievement  and  desire  and  tears. 


I    read    your    face  :    a    page    still    clean    and 

white, 
Where  God  had  hardly  yet  had  time  to  write 
His  prelude  to  this  poem  new-begun; 
But  only  the  first  confident  lines  were  done. 
Glowing  with  sumptuous  imaginings 
And     gold  -  tongucd     promise    of    forevisioned 

things. 
Clear  brow,  unwrinklcd  by  inscribing  care, 
Who  shall  divine  what  shall  be  written  there  ? 
And  O  you  unknown  eyes, 
Deep  with  your  mystery  of  midm'ght  skies, 
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You  have  a  speech,  whose  accents  are  unheard, 
That  I  interpret  without  uttered  word, 
The  language  human  eyes  can  comprehend 
Of  friend  with  friend. 


0  unknown  eyes 

That  took  mine  unaware  and  by  surprise. 
Meeting    by  chance;    then    dropped    and    turned 

away ; 
But  soon  looked  back  with  nothing  of  dismay. 
Confiding,  comprehending,^ — unknown  eyes, 
Windows    through    which    my    soul    could    half- 
surmise 
The  solitary  soul  encaged  within. 
And  tentatively  claimed  it  to  be  kin; 
Night-coloured     eyes,     where     slumber     abysmal 
gleams, 

1  know     my    noon-blue     eyes     perturbed     your 
dreams, 

As  though  you  saw  a  signal  of  distress 
In  the  unboundaried  seas  of  loneliness — 
As  though  you  heard  a  cry  from  very  far. 
The  call  for  help  a  star  sends  to  a  star. 

Yes,  for  you  answered — yes,  for  you  understood. 
Knowing  the  insignia  of  brotherhood. 
I  saw  you  take  the  measure  of  my  soul 
With  those  first  timorous  glances  that  you  stole, 
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And  then  half-confident,  half-gropingly, 
Out  of  the  wilderness  of  ebernity, 
Across  the  deeps  of  silence,  I  and  you 
Reached  forth,  and  found,  and  doubted  not,  but 
knew. 


There  will  be  other  eyes  shall  ransack  yours; 

O  child,  they  will  be  lodestars,  aye  !  and  lures, 

Doomed  to  be  bravely  looked  in  and  affired. 

Doomed  to  be  desolatingly  desired, 

Doomed    to   be  dreamed   about,    work   weal   and 

woe. 
Doomed   to  break   hearts,    and   laugh,   and   weep 

also. 
Like  beacons  they  shall  throw  their  light  abroad, 
Illumined  with  the  purposes  of  God; 
Like   cloud-swept  waters    they    shall    grow    more 

dim. 
Darkened  with  the  acquaintanceship  of  sin, 
And    shadowed   with    the   world.      And   we   mav 

meet 
Years  hence,  rub  shoulders  in  the  mart  or  street, 
And  look  again  in  one  another's  eyes 
Unknowingly,  nor  ever  recognise 
These  as  the  same  where  once  a  hght  divine 
Shone  surely  forth  and  showed  the  holy  sign 
Of  that  original  free  masonry 
Foreknown  to  you  and  me. 

•  •  .  .  , 
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The  hour  passed  by.     With  never  a  farewell, 
No  look,  no  godspeed  even  inaudible. 
We  went  our  destined  ways.     I  with  my  crowd 
Of  careless  friends,  laughing  and  talking  loud, 
You  with  your  fortunate  comrades.     No  one  knew 
God  had  been  whispering  between  us  two. 
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HOUND  EXERCISE 

(before  the  first  season) 

It's  pleasant  to  ride  of  a  summer's  morning 
Out  Avith  the  hounds  in  the  Belvoir  Woods. 
Under  the  oaks'  leaf-woven  awning, 
Under  the  beechen  solitudes. 

Pleasant  to  view  the  sunswept  vale 
With  here  a  windmill  and  there  a  steeple, 
Yonder  the  smoke  of  the  London  mail 
Hurrying  through  to  its  restless  people. 

Pleasant  astride  of  an  easy  horse, 
Scanning  the  roads  and  fields  and  hedges, 
Tracing  a  line  from  Muston  Corse 
Over  the  AUington  pasturages. 

"  Ware  zving.  Remedy  !     Have  a  care.  Rollick  ! 
Gently  on  there — get  to  your  horn  /" 
'Tis  hut  a  flutter  of  harmless  frolic, 
And  spirits  arc  gay  this  dew-fresh  morn. 
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Reveries  throng  as  we  roam  at  will — 
Where,  and  what  will  our  famous  runs  be  ? 
Why  not  a  find  on  this  Blaekberry  Hill, 
And  a  kill  in  the  fenland  parish  of  Dunsby  ? 

Hope  runs  riot  in  the  morning  early 
Jogging  along  the  greenlit  rides; 
'Twere  hard  to  be  gloomy  and  bad  to  be  surly 
Where  Peace  inhabits  and  Beauty  abides. 

Oh  !  woodland  odours,  and  woodland  voices. 
Mingling  notes  of  a  thousand  birds — 
Every  creature  of  God's  rejoices. 
And  men  go  whistling  for  want  of  words. 

Doubtless  of  old,  on  some  such  morn. 
With  the  glades  all  wet  and  the  cobwebs  gleaming, 
Gillard  rode  out  with  hound  and  horn. 
Dreaming  such  hunts  as  now  I'm  dreaming. 

Doubtless  on  some  such  fresh-eyed  day, 
Goodall,  Forester,  first  came  wandering, 
Bidding  their  fancy  gallop  away, 
Probing  the  future,  questing,  pondering. 

These  are  the  woods  where  the  heroes  hunted. 
Long  since  gone  to  their  last  abode. 
This  is  the  vale  of  vales  far- vaunted 
Over  whose  grass  the  great  men  rode. 
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Here  the  spirits  of  huntsmen  dwell: 

They  are  watching  us  pass,  they  are  nudging  eaeh 

other ; 
One  of  them's  whispering  (Hush  !) — ■"'  'Tis  well; 
The  entry  might  have  been  worse,  O  brother." 

Spirits  of  dukes  of  an  old-time  story. 
Glad  to  see  hounds  in  their  leafy  lanes. 
They  nod  their  heads,  grown  sage  and  hoary. 
Over  the  merits  of  different  strains; 

Marking  a  likeness  they  wistfully  trace 
To  some  old  favourite,  often  toasted. 
Noting  the  scions  of  Rallywood's  race 
Still  without  peer,  as  was  always  boasted. 

Here  the  ghosts  of  hunters  inhabit, 

Thronging  the  rides  and  haunting  the  air 

With  faint-heard  horns — "yi/i  /  Hazel,  Ware  rabbit! 

Shame  on  ijoii,  shame  !    Have  a  care  !    Have  a  care .'" 


30 


TO  AN  ABSENT  FRIEND 

I  MISS  you — a  good  deal  more  than  I  care  to  own. 

I  could  be  glad,  left  by  myself  alone 

Before  you  came, — in  those  most  empty  days 

Sufficed  for  my  own  companion  many  ways. 

Now — I  do  not  read;  I  do  not  write; 

I  make  no  music  for  my  sole  delight; 

But  just  sit  moodily  in  front  of  the  fire — 

Just  sit,  and  miss  you.     Any  formed  desire 

My  very  vanity  forbids  intrude. 

Only  a  slow  malignant  solitude 

Smoulders  within  me;  only  I  feel  a  want 

That  ceases  not,  unsatisfied,  to  haunt 

My  dullard  thoughts — a  want  I  hardly  heed 

For  something  that  I  have  not,  that  I  need, 

Something  that  when  I  pause  to  worry  it  out 

Is  simply — you. 

How  it  has  come  about 

You  have  filled  each  secret  crevice  of  my  heart 

And  coiled  your  way  into  its  inmost  part, 

I  know  not;  or  why  without  you  I  become 

Meaningless  and  monotonous  and  numb. 
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So  is  it  when  in  lone  lona's  Cave, 

That    booms    and    throbs    with    each    insurgent 

wave, 
At  last  the  strong  tide  turns  and  leaves  it  bare, 
Save  for  the  hollow  winds  moaning  there. 

*  *  #  »  * 

I  am  not  such  a  fool  as  not  to  see 
How  great  a  fool  I  am;  your  sympathy- 
Were  more  insolent  than  your  ridicule. 
I  trust  you  not  to  hold  me  only  fool 
For  being  only  human;  long  ago 
We  that  are  older  have  been  schooled  to  know 
The  vanity  of  rules  to  regulate 
Such  untamed  impulses  of  love  and  hate. 
"  We  that  are  older  " — there's  the  sting 
Reminding  how  brief- blossoming  a  thing 
This  friendship  is,  how  frail,  between  us  two; — 
Me  just  beginning  to  be  old,  and  you 
Flaunting  your  banner  of  youth,  not  fully  unfurled. 
Before  the  grudging  looks  of  a  suspicious  world. 
You'll  go  uncaring  on  your  wilful  way, 
Effortlessly  collecting,  day  by  day, 
New  enemies,  new  lovers  in  your  power. 
New  friends,  young  friends,  friends  of  a  passing 

hour; 
Whilst  I,  in  whom  you  have  unsealed  for  fun 
Hal  f-dricd-up   springs  that   nearly  had   ceased   to 

run, 
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Dwindle  to  a  mere  amusing  memory. 
My  seniorness  you'll  dub  senility, 
And  you'll  be  right;  nor  shall  I  much  complain- 
Being  wise  enough  to  laugh  at  the  silly  pain 
Due  to  relentless  years.     Yet  all  the  while 
.  I  shall  keep  watching  for  the  insidious  smile, 
And  the  whimsical  quick-comprehending  eyes, 
That  tease  me  to  continual  surprise 
And  set  my  wits  atingle.     Do  not  doubt, 
I  can  resign  myself  to  go  without 
This  flickering  Jack  O'Lanthorn  that  is  you. 
I  am  not  blind,  and  early  on  saw  through 
The  showy  bravado,  the  impatient  pride, 
Such  flimsy  coverings  'neath  which  you  hide 
Your  naked  feelings,  love,  and  jealousy, 
And  lust,  and  hope,  envy,  and  loyalty. 
Your  numbered  imperfections,  if  I  chose 
To  write  them  in  a  poem,  would  compose 
A  new  "  Paradise  Lost,"  an  epic  song, 
Less  tedious,  I  swear — but  quite  as  long. 

It  has  been  peaceful  since  you  went  away; 
Seemliness  and  decorum  have  held  sway. 
Instead  of  wayward  humours,  stormy  moods, 
We're  bright  on  unambitious  platitudes. 
Irreverence  is  banished,  wit  exiled. 
The  home  and  somnolence  are  reconciled. 
I  breathe  the  unexhilarating  air 
Content — why  not  ? — and  free  from  care. 
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Content  ?     I  wonder.     As  the  grumbly  sea 
Without  its  tomboy  winds  for  company; 
Or  Etna  if  no  fire  ate  at  his  heart; 
Or  topmost  Alp  with  never  a  Hghtning  dart 
Shivering  his  glaciers,  splintering  his  scars; 
Or  eyeless  night  without  her  shooting  stars; 
Or  anything  that  endures  eventless  life, 
Unbuffeted  by  grief  and  joy  and  strife. 


I  hate  confessing  I  can  miss  you  so; 

I  hate  to  feel  you  know 

Such  simple  means  of  hurting;  thence  is  born 

Pity — that  is  too  near  akin  to  scorn. 

I   try   to    think   "  Good    riddance "    when  you 

leave, 
"  A  respite  from  this  thraldom,  a  reprieve 
From  unmeant  tyrannies  !"     It  will  not  do; 
No  use  pretending  what  one  can't  make  true. 
When  you  are  gone,  'tis  just  a  waiting  time, 
With  nothing  better  to  do  than  sit  and  rhyme 
Till  you  return  again.     Yet — keep  away; 
Sooner  or  later  will  arrive  the  day 
When  this  fantastic  friendship  will  become 
Comfortably  commonplace  and  quite  humdrum. 


Regrets  grow  stale;  romantics  don't  endure; 
Absence,  with  me,  has  always  been  a  cure. 
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In  ever  could  rekindle  burnt-out  fires, 
Or  loves  grown  cold,  or  moribund  desires. 
I  shall  forget  how  much  you  were  my  friend. 
Even  forget  to  miss  you  in  the  end. 


{Six  weeks  later.) 

There's  how  I  felt  at  first  after  you  went, 
Making  a  virtue  of  sleek  sentiment, 
A  luxury  of  self-compassion.     It  is  strange 
How  fancies  veer  and  fond  illusions  change. 
Strange  how  I  hugged  the  necessity  of  you, 
Strangest  of  all  that  what  I  wrote  was  true. 

Yet  was  it  ?     A  most  simple  ray  of  light 
Passed  through  the  spectrum  becomes  composite 
Of  separate  colours,  violet,  yellow,  green, 
Clearly  and  indubitably  seen. 
While  to  our  normal  senses  this  same  ray 
Is  but  a  hueless  moment  of  the  day; 
Its  treasure  which  we've  found  it  to  possess 
Is  just  not  counted  in  our  consciousness. 
So  now  my  Didoesque  lamentings  seem 
Like  rumour  of  the  voices  in  a  dream. 
No  better  than  mere  moonshine,  and  no  worse 
Than  vapours  of  another  universe. 
Now  my  perspective  is  grown  right  again; 
Now,  damn  you !     I  can  see  things  whole  and  plain ; 
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You  were  the  lucky  one,  not  I,  to  spend 

So  jolly  a  season  with  so  firm  a  friend. 

And  Lord  !     What  fun  we  had,  early  and  late, 

Days  full  of  sport,  and  evenings  of  debate, 

Quick  jest  and  laughter  in  our  atmosphere, 

Good  sport,  good  fare,  good  fellowship,  good  cheer. 

I  think  you'll  soon  get  tired  of  playing  the  rake, 

Sick  of  the  sorry  racket  that  you  make. 

And  then,  like  the  wild  birds  from  some  strange 

shore 
That  beat  back  homewards,  you'll  return  once  more 
To  your  dull  haven  of  familiar  ground. 
But  meanwhile,  if  you  will  go  gadding  round 
In  search  of  stronger  meat  and  headier  wine, 
It's  your  loss — and  not  mine. 
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(who  fell  into  the  sea  in  an  aeroplane) 

Weep  not,  true  friends,  oh  !   do  not  weep. 
One  with  the  waves,  one  with  the  winds,  one 

with  the  Hght, 
One  with  the  star-strown  deep, 
Resolved  again  into  the  infinite, 
I  sleep  the  dreamless  sleep. 

Beyond  all  hopes,  beyond  all  harms, 
As  the  tide  sways 

I  am  rocked  in  the  merciful  ocean  arms, 
Very  serene  when  sunshine  fills  the  bays, 
Tranquil  amid  the  storms. 


O  friends,  you  cannot  know  ! 
It  is  not  death — 
Only  a  quiet  ebbing  to  and  fro, 
A  little  pitiful  surcease  of  breath, 
And  then  the  great  perception  happeneth. 
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No  longer  have  I  need  of  wings 
To  bear  me  o'er  the  boundaries  of  space; 
I  have  made  truce  with  the  old  trammellings 
Of  clouds  and  storms  and  unenduring  days, 
Being  one  with  all  these  things. 

Rhythm  of  motion,  rhythm  of  rushing  wheels, 

Effortless  dancing  of  eternal  spheres, 

The  beat  of  cosmic  music  that  one  feels 

Rather  than  hears — 

For  evermore  are  sounding  in  my  ears. 

Fragrance  and  colour  and  silence  and  sweet  sound; 

I  am  identified  with  these, 

Commingling  with  the  skies  and  with  the  seas; 

Unutterable  beauty  I  have  found, 

And  know  the  incommunicable  peace. 


■t7 


A  THRENODY 

(for  the  fallen) 

Tout  passe,  tout  casse,  tout  lasse. 

All  things  pass  away. 

The  joys  we  knew  in  unrecorded  hours 

Now  are  meaningless  as  withered  flowers. 

The  friends  we  had  slip  from  us  every  day : 

Their  faces  are  like  far  uncertain  lights 

Dimly  caught  on  misty  nights: 

The  very  colour  of  their  eyes,  who  can  recall, 

That  erst  transfigured  the  glad  years 

With  gleams  and  visions  magical  ? 

Their  voices  that  were  dawn-fresh  in  our  ears 

Are  as  a  wind  that  has  blown  by 

And  left  a  lonely  silence  in  the  sky. 

What  shall  we  do  but  sigh,  alas  !   alas  ! 

When  joy  and  friendship  pass  ? 

All  things  break. 

All  the  hopes  and  dreamings  that  of  yore 
Rounded  our  world  with  rainbows,  and  still  make 
Such  sun-enwoven  visions  in  our  brains, 
They  are  broken  like  the  sea- waves  on  the  shore, 
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And  of  them  there  remains 

Nothing  but  the  salt  foam  any  more. 

And  tuneless  hearts  are  shattered 

liike  sea-shells  dropped  upon  a  marble  floor. 

So  that  their  imprisoned  store 

Of  rumoured  music  to  the  stars  is  scattered, 

And  at  the  last  we  know  how  little  it  all  mattered. 

There  are  no  words  of  solace  to  be  spoken 

When  dreams  and  hearts  lie  broken. 

All  things  tire. 

Grief  and  remembrance  lose  their  interest; 

The  irony  and  the  anguish  and  the  zest 

Of  sorrow  or  recollection  or  desire 

Burn  themselves  out  like  unreplenished  fire. 

Love  itself  that  seems  so  strong 

Lasts  not  long, 

But  languishes  and  falls  asleep; 

And  its  white  radiance  wears  out  soon 

Like  a  dreary  waning  moon 

Whose  beams  across  the  darkness  creep, 

When  night  is  long  and  bare  and  deep. 

There's  little  left  to  care  and  weep  about 

When  love  and  grief  are  tired  out. 

All  things  tire  and  break  and  pass — 
Dreams  and  hearts,  love  and  grief, 
Joy  and  friends — 
As  impermanent  and  brief 
As  the  greying  autumn  grass. 
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What  is  one  death  more  or  less  ? 

Only  one  more  burden,  one  more  weariness- 

And  so  a  tear  or  two,  a  frail  regret, 

Ere  we  half-willingly  forget 

The  shining  wonder  that  there  was. 

Thus  it  ends: 

And  someone  (as  it  were  to  make  amends) 

Remembers  absently  to  say — alas  ! 
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p.  s.  s. 

(killed  in  action) 

So  yet  one  more  has  gone  the  crowded  way, 
One  more  of  those  most  shining  stars  we  thought 
Our  groping  world  could  hardly  do  without; 
World  still  drones  on  with  nothing  of  dismay, 
Checked  not  an  eye-wink;  fires  of  night  and  day 
Dawn  and  die  down,   as  though  there  had  been 

nought 
Of  light  snuffed  out,  nor  radiancy  unwrought, 
Nor  golden  vision  swept  in  murk  away. 
"  He  died  in  glory,"  so  they  would  condole; 
What  boots  it  us  if  glory  that  is  dead 
Burned  round  the  bitter  passing  of  his  soul  ? 
Like  any  ox  he  fell:  his  quick  bright  blood. 
Mixed  with  the  brown  obliterating  mud: 
And  the  next  number  moved  up  in  his  stead. 
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FOUR  FLANDERS  POEMS 

1. 

Rest  Billets 

May,  1915 

O  God,  I  lift  my  heart  to  Thee  in  praise 
For  these  Thy  golden  days 

Of  springtide  sun  and  blossom-burdened  peace. 
My  eyes  drink  up  the  verdure  of  the  trees 
And  sleep  upon  the  meadows,  and  my  brain 
Is  avid  of  the  heavy  hawthorn  scent. 
And  all  the  chords  of  being  chime  content, 
True  ringing  once  again. 

Is  it  so  near,  that  charnel  house  of  hell, 
Where  hate  and  terror  dwell  ? 
Is  it  so  little  while  since  I  was  there 
Breathing  the  rank  corruptions  of  the  air  ? 
Barely  a  week — barely  a  dozen  miles — 
Yet  here  the  generous  sun  his  largesse  yields 
In  overflowing  measure,  and  the  fields 
Grow  fat  beneath  his  smiles. 

52 


FOUR   FLANDERS   POEMS 

Is  it  so  little  while  ?    Is  it  so  near  ? 
Hark,  even  now  I  hear 

The  sullen  rumour  of  guns  like  muttered  thunder, 
That  marks  where  men  are  being  ript  asunder; 
And  this  same  breeze,  that  puffs  the  butterfly 
Down  the  green  lanes,  bears  yonder  on  its  wings 
Vapours  of  Death  that  veil  unheard-of  things, 
And  groans  of  men  that  die. 

0  God,  I  lift  my  heart  to  Thee  in  praise 
For  these  Thy  healing  days. 

1  lift  my  hands  in  supplicating  mien— 
Thou  art  so  imperturbably  serene. 
Alas  !  awake,  lest  I  should  lift  my  eyes 
In  a  last  ruinous  hurricane  of  scorn 

And  curse  the  mockery  of  Thy  peaceful  morn 
And  spurn  Thy  paradise. 
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2. 

"Progressing  Favourably  for  Us" 

SOth  May,  1915 

Yea,  all  is  well.     God's  sun  is  overhead; 

Our  farmers  will  be  rich  men  by-and-by; 

The  wages  of  the  labourer  are  high ; 

Our  voters,  strikers,  stay-at-homes  have  bread. 

Ye  can  sleep  easy  when  ye  go  to  bed, 

Young  stalwarts,  whom  no  foe  can  terrify; 

There  are  so  many  fools  ready  to  die — 

Victory  must  come,  ere  all  of  them  are  dead. 

Nay,  let  it  ne'er  be  told  in  future  days, 

That  at  the  bidding  of  the  Infidel 

We  left  our  ancient  and  unruffled  ways. 

What  though  he  search  the  armouries  of  Hell  ? 

Have  we  not  armed  out  heroes  with  our  praise  ? 

What  need  they  more  ?     Nay,  verily  all  is  well. 
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To  THE  Laggards 

1st  June,  1915 

There  went  a  cry  across  the  bitter  land — 
A  cry  from  men  in  very  urgent  need — 
To  others  of  their  own  well- trusted  breed : 
"  Brothers,  will  ye  not  lend  a  helping  hand — 
For  we  are  overmatched  and  undermanned, 
And  daily  we  grow  fewer  ?"     And  ye,  indeed, 
Answered  us  fair,  "  We  follow  where  you  lead; 
Hang  on,  brave  hearts,  a  little."     And  so  our  band 
In  confidence  resigned  themselves  to  bear 
Through  the  slow  winter  till  the  promised  spring. 
Giving  you  time  to  gather  and  prepare. 
'Tis  summer  now,  and  still  in  patience  dumb. 
Still  we  hang  on,  hang  on,  half-wondering 
If  after  all  you  ever  meant  to  come. 
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4. 
To  Our  Rulers 

17th  June,  1915 

Ye  men  at  home,  who  in  this  solemn  hour 

Hold  the  high  destinies  of  England — pause, 

Ere  ye  imperil  with  tyrannic  laws 

Labour*s  proud  birthrights.     What  though  the  foe 

devour 
The  root  of  Britain's  manhood  and  the  flower  ? 
Guerdon  enough  for  these,  their  land's  applause. 
And  knowledge  that  they  die  in  Freedom's  cause. 
Think  not  of  them^ — who  have  nor  will  nor  power 
To  vote,  nor  thought  to  strike,  nor  time  to  spare 
On  talk  of  Hours  and  Bonuses  and  Rates— 
Who  are  of  no  account.     Only  beware 
Ye  do  not  tamper  with  the  sacred  right 
Of  Britons  to  refuse  their  soldier-mates 
The  weapons  that  would  equalise  the  fight. 
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